BLOOD WEDDING
FIRST YOUTH:
Dove, awaken!
In. the dawn
shadowy bells are shaken.
GUEST:
The bride, the white bride,
today a maiden,
tomorrow a 'wife.
FIRST GIRL:
Dark one, come down
trailing the train of your silken gown.
GUEST:
Little dark one, come down,
cold morning -wears a dewy crown.
FIRST GUEST:
Awaken, wife, awake,
orange blossoms the breezes shake.
SERVANT:
A tree I would embroider her
with garnet sashes wound,
And on each sash a cupid,
with *Long Live* all around.
VOICES:
Bride, awaken.
FIRST YOUTH:
The morning you're to marry!
GUEST:
The morning you're to marry
how elegant you'll seem;
-worthy, mountain flower,
of a captain's dream.
FATHER [entering]:
A captain's wife
the groom will marry.
He comes with his oxen the treasure to carry!
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